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and read the lines through without regard to the sp eakers.
It will, I believe, occur to any one with an instinct for
psychology that 'And live you yet?3 may take up
Coriolanus* previous words. cAh, my dear,3 he has
said, It is the women who have no husbands who weep
as you do/ Then, and not till then, Virgilia breaks
silence. "And live you yet!' And are you really my
husband? Is this tiling of bandages the lord of my
heart? At her sudden, passionate words, Coriolanus
understands her tears. He has a glimpse of the anguish
of her love. He has been an unimaginative fooL *Oh
my sweet Lady, pardon!' This, I suggest, is the way
the passage should be read:

Corio.                                  Ah my dear.

Such eyes the widows in Gorioli wear
And mothers that lack sons.

Mene. Now the gods crown thee!

Virg* And live you yet?

Corio. Oh, my sweet lady, pardon . . .

Vol. I know not where to turn.

And to my own mind it is an essential part of the beauty
of the passage that these few lightning words of love
should flash through the hubbub of Menenius' welcome
and Valeria's effusive congratulations.1

Virgilia appears again In the scene following Corio-
lanus' banishment (Act IV, Sc. 2). Here the alterations
necessary are self-evident, and it is difficult to under-
stand why they have not been made before. Again the
test of reading through the short scene with an imagina-
tive realization of Virgilia must be applied. Again her
exquisite timidity of speech must be contrasted, as
Shakespeare deliberately contrasted It, with Volumnia's

1 See note, p. 190.